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SYNOPSIS.

Mary Puge, nctress, s accused of the
rdee of Jameas Pollock and s defend=q
her lover, Phlllp Langdon, Pollock
was Intoxicated At Mary's trinl she ad- l
mits she had the revolver, Her mald |
temtiflen that Mary threatened Pullock
with it previously, and Muary's leading
man !mplieates Langdon. How Mary dis-
appeared fram the seene of the erime Is a
mystory, Brandon iells of a strange bhand
print ne BAW on Mary' s ahouiter. Further

pvidence shows that horror of drink pro- |
duees tempornry Inszanity i Mary. The
dofons In resam]  peyrchosls*  Wit-

nesses described Mary's flleht from her In-
toxiented futher and her father's sulelde
Nurse Whaltonn deseribes the kidnaping of
Muary Uy Pollock |

STAGE
ASPIRATIONS

OT since the famous trial that

Bent expression  “braln

storm” spinning down thmuuh]

the years, has the testimony

of an allenist so greatly stirred an ex-

cited world as did the phrase “He-

pressed with which Dr.

Fosier summed up the tempornry in-
sanity of Mary Page.

It spread through the court and the

throngs in the corridor; it sped over

the

Psychosis,”™

ghe telephone wires to the waiting
newspupers of the city. It even
reached the zenith of publiclty and

became the inspiration of the cartoon-
Ists, but all this was after that day
when Dr. Foster. once more upon the
witness-stand, told with techriical brev-
Ity of how prenatal influence, inoreas-
ed by fenr and suffering, re-ncted upon
the delicate brain tissues under the
straln of a great shock,

Much of what bhe sald was entirely
mnintelligible to the excited mudience.
It was therefore with a little rustiing
Blgh of rellef that they heard Langdon
abruptly chunge his line of guestion.
ing and say

“How long after the night at Dr.

| celve his dismiseal.

Dest to let him see Mise Page and re

o | took him into
the office.”

“Did Miss Page show uny distress at
#lght of hilm?*"

“Yeu, Ehe gave p little ery almost of
fear and clung to her mother, and
would not answer his greeting.”™

“What dla Mr, Pollock say ¥

“He sail, ‘You have no meason to
shrink from me liKe that. Mary. At
worst what I have done his boen he-
eanse [ loved you. You have prom-
tsed to marry me, amd so far that
promwise hns not been tiken back, and
now I have come to know what you
are going to do. It seems to me that

| we ougbt to be married at once—as—

as—I bave information that your fa.
ther's death has left you—without—
well, without the comforts that 1 will
be glad to give you. 1 have waited for
three weeks for some word from you.
and now 1 have come to claim my
flinces!" ™

“Trd Miss Page reply?”

“Yes. She went up to him boldly
and sald withoot any signs of nervous-

ness of the moment before, 'TF 1 have

not taken back my promise, James, it
is because 1 have been too il to think
of it. DBut 1 do take it back now. 1
will never marry yod =0 long as 1 live,
and 1 pever want you to speak to me
again, [ detest you, and since you ¢an
no longer harm my father, the renson
for my promise to you is gone. That
13 all T have to say. Good-bre'’ At
that Pollock got very white and sald
hoarsely, ‘Does that mean that you are
golng to marry Langdon? ‘It menns.'
she sald, ‘that after what has bappen-
ed I shall never marry anyone. We
nre going to New York. where [ hope
to secure a position.”™

“Did AMr. Pollock show ang surprise
nt that?’

“No, bt he was obviously chagrined,
And then I interfered and reminded
Mre, P'nge that they would miss their
train If there was any further delay,
and they left, Pollock driving away In
his machine almost directly back of
them.”

“IHd Miss Page seem calm and col-
leeted ¥

Zellnr's sanatorium did Miss Page re-
maln in your hospital?’

“It was nenrly three weeks before
she was able to go, and even then it
was with some trepidation that I con-
pented to her leaving.” |

“id you feur a return of—her—IAl-
Dess T

“Yea. 1 knew that excltement or n
nervous =train of any sort would Im\'(-'

|

“Did you s return of—her—ill.

ness 1 |

fear

an injurlous effect, and 1 warned both |
Mrs. Page and Mr, Langdon to protect
her s wuch ns possible"

“Dr. Foster, did yon ever see James
Pollock ufter the ulght be mwok Miss
Pago 1o Zellnr's¥™

“You. 1 saw him ngnin on the day
when Miss Dige left my sanatorium.”
SIVIL you el us the clrovmstances

of that secomd meeting, plense
“Miss Puge and hor mother and Mr,
b\ Langdon were jfust about to leave, in
order to ake n train to New York
when Mr. Pullock dreve up to the san-
atorfum in bis motor. | was very in
digunant ot his daring to come to the
Bospital after what had ocogmmed, and
\; asking the Pages and Mr. Lungdou to
\ Into my office uud walt, I went to
p door myself and peremptorily or-
1 Mr. Pollock to leave the grounfls
tefused. to go, saying that he bad
pthing of great lmportance to say
Page. He would not, he sald,
0 see her alone, but It was his
p see her If he wished, becanse

| ter's

“Yes, outwanlly; but there was a
Jook in her eves that made me fearful
for her future, and ber hands had re-
sumed thelr pervous twitching when 1

‘ put her into the autemoblle.

“It made me realize that the great
Influence to fear for her was Pollock,
and it is wy decided opinion that if,
us I have beard, he continued to perse-
cute the defendant, the resalt wonld—"

"1 object]” stormed the District At-
torney, leaping to his feet. “Dr. Fos-
Inst assertion that the defend
aut's mental allment was aggravated
through the coutinued persecution of )
dames Pollock, is hearsay evidence, and
g direct mallgulng of 4 dead man”

“1 sustain that objection,” sald the
Judgs tern addiug to the doctor,
*You must restrlet yourself 1o answer-
Ing questions, Dr. Foster. Let the an-

sWer be stricken out from the words

’ "1‘." LL] lr'l:'l"t'

The doctor, a flush of unnovance on
his face, turned questioningly wward
Laungdon

“No more questions,” sald Langdon.

But the prosecutor lhind He got to

his feet with the alacrity of a Oghting
mian going into battlee. With a tongue
steeped o vitrlol he attacked the tes
timony of the bheld Mary
Page up ns n hysterical girlt who had
sought noetoriety; he flung douls
the possibiiity of u "temporary™
tal demugemient, but though he tor
mred Mary untll with shuddering hor-

nllenist: he

ror she suank forward fn her chalr, her !

bands pressed aguinst ber ears o shut
oug the sound of bis volee, he could not
the swillng lwperturbabitity of

Fuster

shake
Dr

Cross exnminntion meant nothing o
the Intter, sud much us be regretted
the strain uwpon the pitiful little prison
er, be really enjoyed pitting his power
agalnst that of the prosecutor.

S0 his nuswers enme with cool de
Iberation, and a hint of jnsolence that
won the admiration of the spectators
who were divided betweon zest in the
stirring battle and pity for Mary, But
It waus the sympathy that came upper
mast.

At lawt, uniable to bear any longer
the brutal wrangle over her sanity,
Mary leaped to her feeot, a ltile moan-
fug ery of protest wrung from ber
white lip= Langdon was nt her side
In an ionstapt, his hands drawing her
down her chalr sgnin, his Hps
whisperitg encouragement and com
fort, till sbe smilled up ot blm—a way-
ering. pathetle lttle smile,

To the prosecutor in his present sav-
nge huwor it secmed a carefully plan-
wed Uit of by-play, yet he conld so
plainly see its effect upon the jury, and
could rewd so clearly the antagonlsm
growlng lu thelr eyes when they look-
ed at blm, that with an abrupt shrog
be swung upon his beel und sat down
with a curt, “That's all.”

That relessed Dr. Foster, and sent

fnto

At tu Mhe clreumstances it was

AT

P e

litm back trfumphantly to the witness
toomn, Thete wers (W0 Dewcomen

it | propesition getting a job fn New York
ED | with po friends and no pull.” |
“Wil vou tell the court, please, Miss

there pow, a sweet-faced matronly
Jooking woman of middle age, ratber
oll-fashionm] in ber dress, and a young
girl of about twenty-five who was di-
vided between nervous fears and
youthinl zest. She was destined to be
the nest witnesy, and Dr, Foster smitod
Involuntarly when he saw ber,  Most
people smiled ot Amy, for that matter
for she was bnbbling over with wouth
aod Inughter, out for nll that, her gal-
vty was backed ap by the slirewdiees
of the modern girl who fights her ewn
battles promptly and swecessylly,

Heor tallored sult and soft blonse
open at the thromt were smartly cul
and her hat wos a hint daving ln its
shape and the way it was tiited over
hor little nosé, and when the balliff
called her name, “Migs Amy Barton,”
her agitation led her to tip It at an even

more dangerons angle as she tried to |

powiler her nose and kiss her mother
nt the same time,
| “I'm seared blue!” she confided to
the other witneszes In a shaky volee.
“A first night 18 a cineh to this. What
do 1 have to say?”

“You hinve ouly to answer questions,”
snid Dr, Foster, “and there = really
nothing to be frightened about.”

“1 suppose wot”
woent through the door, *hut 1 wouldn't
eare anyway, I'd go be hanged if it
would bhelp Mary."”

Under the careless words there was
an sudden deeper note of sincerity, and
the moment she was on the stand
she turned to the judge and sald:

*1 don't know what 1 am supposed
to do, your Honor, but 1 want to tell

best and the bravest and the truest
girl in the whole wide world.”

For the first time the judge smiled;
then he leaned forward and sald
kindly:

“The Court appreciates your admira-
tion for the prisoner, but you must
confine your remarks, while on the
stand, to the answers to questlons
which will be asked you.™

“Oh, yes, 1 was told that," she an-
swered readily. “But I forgot” Then
turning to Langdon she added cheerily,

“Fire away, Mr, Langdon., I'm ;all
ready.”

A little gust of laughter rippled
through the court, Then Langdon,

coming close to the witness stand, said
quietly:

“Miss Barton, you know the defend-
ant, Mary Page, do you?"

“Why, of course I do, you goat!™ she
answered with a bubbling laugh that
found an echo in the room. But Lang-
don frowned, and his volee was more
harsh as he sald, "Please answer yes,
or no, and remember that {f yon want
to ald Miss Page, you must make your
answers short and to the polut. Now
will you please tell the court just
when and how you first met Miss
Page®™

“It was some years ago, and she and
her mother came to our apartment
with n note from Cousin Alice Cowes,
who lived in New Town., Cousin Allee
had sent them to us because she knew
we had an extra room we wanted to
rent, and she thought that I could help
Muary lund a job.”

“What sort of—er—position?"

“In the merry-merry—that s, on the
stuge, I'd been across the foots -my-
self for a couple of seasons and Cousin
Allee sald Mary wanted to become an
notress and thought I could show her
how to make the rounds. It's a tough

| Barton, about the first position secured
i by Miss Page and of the events that
led up to ¥

“Well, it Just happened that the day
lﬁl:n‘_\' hit the big town 1 bhad a date
with Webster, the real boss of the mu-
slenl comedies, Of coprse he lsu't the
sort that you'd want to send your lit-
tle sister from the country to see, but
too much hedging don't go In the show
business worth a whoop, You've got to
trust to a sharp tongue and a bat-pin
till you show them where they get off,
and once they're wise, they treat you
all right. Webster was like that, but
if he promises you a part he plays fulr,
g0 1 pever was afrald to buck his of-
ficeboy even on a busy day. So off
we went.

“1 had an appointment with the old
man, but he was serapplng with one
of his ‘romantk leads’—you could hear
them clear out to the front hall—and it
wus & long time before I could pers
sunde his lttle cerberus to go In and
tell bim I was walting. At any rate,
he came out ut last blowing hilasts of
red fire after the actor—and then he
saw Mary. Talk about Hons nnd inmbe!
Why, e purred when he saw hor,

Lhe was se yweet to me I almost 93:
leading lady's contract out of blm be-
fore he woke up, and begun to ask e
questions gbout Mary. Then he tried

to kiss her and 1 put an inch or so of
my hat pin in his srm just above the
elbow, Mary and I beat it while the
golng was good, and Mary was so up-
set we declded to go right howe in-
stead of caliing en any of the otber

she answored as sho |

you right bere, that Mary Page Is the |
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York apartmwent without
the next door flat bearing you, and ev.
eryihing that Mary safd or Jim Pol-
lock sald, might as well have boen
shouted throvgh a megnphone,”

“DiA Misa Page seem touched by Mr.
Polioek’s offer? sald Langlon, repress-
ing a smile with dlillenley,

“No, she #tsod up to him =punkily

Tm golng to got work,” =he said, 'bat
even If 1 dida't wy wother and 1 would
pever neept any belfl from youo 1
tave only one thing to ask, and that is
| that you leave hete at once and do not
come agnin' He came ont in the hall
where 1 had the door all nicely opened
for him. 1 told im sweetly that I'd
opened it for him to get out, but I'd
he shiot Lefore it ever opaned to let him
in agnin, I ran back to the sitting-
oo, to find Mary In g dead falnt. It
was such a long tnie before she eame
rouind, angd then she was so dazed and
tercifled that we were all scared to
| death, and I swore n golemn vow then
and there that 1'd be the busiest Ittle
stige mwother uad chnperon aud advice
giver to Mary that auy girfl ever had.”

Fier voice suddenly trembled. and the
[ quick tears Alled her eyes as, turning
i to Mary, she cthed eagerly:

“Apil, Mary, I've kKept my wond.
haveu't I? Ilaven't 1%
[ Mary nodded, smiling through her

own tears, and the spectators who
throughout the breezy testimony of the
yvoung actress had been in gales of
Inughter, suddenly sobéred. They saw
the bruve heart under the butterfly ex-
terior, and realized the wisdom and the
goodness behind the vulgar words,

Langdon, seeing the judge frown at
this shattering of legal precedent, ask-
#d his next question quickly.

“You and Miss Page d1d secure posi-
| tlons in the same company, did yon
noe 7

“Ob, yes, In ‘The Blue Feather.'
Mury took to it llke a duck to water,
and made a hit with the stage mana-

“She told him flat where he got off.”

ger before he'd got through calling the
rest of us all the nawes in his vocab-
ulary. S0 when it came to cne bit
where the fat tenor had to choose a
glrl out of the chorus to sing an encore
with bim, Mary got the chance, and
mide good, too, But that was after
wards."

“Well, suppose you tell us what oe-
curred ou the day “T'he Blue Featber
opened.”

“Oh, the day was the stme a8 any
other opening day., We'd rebearsed
balf the night and started In at elght-
thirty in the morning, and we were all
tired to death and wished we were
dead. It's always lke that a few
bours before the overture on an open-
tng night, so Mary and 1 were mighty
gled to glip out home and rest an hour
before going bLmck to make up. We
didn't dure stay long, though, for heing
late 1s the worst slu In the box at a
show-shop, wo It was rvund about sev-
en when we got on our lids and were

just a minute before you leave.
At that Mary ilghts all the lamps In
oud went loto the sitting
we a close second.

and told him #at where he got off. |

“Mary lights all the lamps In her
eyes.”

the lnte comers.’ Mr, Langdon was to
go with mother and Mrs, Page, and 1
soon spotted them up in the balcony,
for the mwanagement doesn't hand out
boxes for the families of its front row
of the clhorus, but in one of the boxes
I did see a familiar face—ihat of Pol-
lock. He wns all gotten up in soup
and fish, but he was slope, and I could
see that he was taking Mary all in,
and then some, Mary had told me a
lot about him, and the piker way he'd
acted, and she'd also told me a lot
about Mr. Langdon, #0 I decided that
1 wouldn't put bher wise to the fact
that Pollock was there, but woild let
her play to the baleony, which she did,
Bhe was so pretty and so happy that
she got a =llly song over big, and even
the tenor had the decency to make her
go on and take a curtaln with him,
Everrbody just made a fuss over ber
till Mary falrly cried, she was so bap-
py. And the part that seemed to
please her most was that she had seen
Langdon applanding his hands off up
stalrs.”

“Did you joln your mother and Mrs,
Page after the show?' Interrupted
Langdon warningly.

“That was the blg idea,” she sald.
“But it bit the rocks, for when Mary
and 1 hustled into our glad rags and
started for the door we bumped square-
Iy into the stage manager and Mr. Pol-
lock—the latter all done up to kill,
even to a top hat, ‘Oh, Miss Page,'
sings out Ecky (that's the manager)
‘here’s a gentleman from your home
town, that wants to take you out to
supper and see yon home in a buezz
wagon.' He laughed nastlly as he
spoke, and I could feel Mary's hand
go cold as jee ns she grabbed mine
and says, ‘I have no desire to take
supper with Mr. Pollock, either now
or at any other time to come, Amy.'
But that made old Ecky sore, so he
began to roar Hke a bull and shouts,
“What's this? Are You crazy? Bat
Pollock interrupted him—there was a
quick business of belng hurt to the
heanrt; the misunderstood soul—and the
chivalry stunt was pulled off without
a break. Then he says, Miss Puge
f8 quite within ber rights, I do not
wish an unwilling guest. Perhaps my
moment of renewing ber acqualntance
was Inopportune,” and he stalks away
for all the world like the heavy In the
third act. But old Ecky was up In
the air, and he began rowing Mary
for falr. He told her, the dog, that it
was her beauty, not her talent, that
‘got the house,’ and ndded, 'It's your
businesa here to be civil to youn ad-
mirers and go to supper when they
ask yow If you're goin' to ride a high
bhorse I've got no use for you In this
show."*

“Did Miss "age answer him ¥

“No, 1 think she was too horrified,
and old Ecky. thinkin' that silence
meant consent, told her to stny there
il he brought Mr. Pollock back., The
minute his back was turned | gave
Mary the coe to get away quick, but
we din't have to, for just thenm Mr.
Latngdon eame in, and we beat It for
m. We didu't bave time (o tell him
whit had bhappensd before old Ecky
came back with Mr. Pollock and they
both stopped short when they saw Mr.
Langdon with us, and then Mr. Pol
lock drawls out., ‘You see this Miss
Page is pot so virtuous ns she pre-
tends. She's not even particalar in her
cholee—everybody knows that' He
must have intended us to hear, but
what he didn't give nny high sign for,
was for Mr. Laugdon to make & jump
and grab him Ly the throat, shouting
that be'd have to eat hls words or he'

that cawe near two or three inches of
it, 80 the men just stood around swear-
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put she that.”

“Bhe snll no, that the mistake she'd
made was in getting a chorus job, aud
that if T was willlng we might try for
pome emall road company and work
our wiuy up in the ‘drama’. 1 would
fmve followed Maiy any jhace, sv 1
gald 1 was on, and we even ialked Mr,
Langdon down befora he left.”

“That 1= all, thank you, Miss Bar-

1%
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bewildered, asked the judge confiden-

tlally:

“What do I do now, your Honor?”

“Yon answer n few questiona for
me,” sald the prosecutor with a honeyeq
swoetness. “Mlss Barton, you are a
very good actress, are you not?

“Go nsk my press agent!" she an-
swered pertly; and be flushed,

“Well, at nny rate you can be very
convincing in saying things—let's call
it reciting Hnes—that bave nothing to
do with events that really happened,
can't yon? Especlally in n sympathetic
role?”

“if you're trying to put anything
across,” she sald slowly, “you've come
to the wrong shop. 1 took the oath
and I don't swenr to tell the trath angd
then He. I'm an notress, not a law-
yer_n
A burst of laughter swept the room,
and the judge's gavel came down
gharply, though the corpers of his
mouth twitched ns he sald to Amy:

“You must confine your remarks to
answering the questions put you, Miss
Barton."

“1 am" she replied imperturbably,

would do anything in the world to save
Mary Page?”

“lsm't it true that you're doing ew-
erything In the world to ruin her?”

“That 18 not answering my ques-
tion.” roared the prosecutor. “This is
contempt of court—you have sworn to
tell the truth—tell it."

“Tell it to n policeman!” scoffed
Amy. “1 have told the truth, the
whale truth and nothing but the truth,
and there isn't any more to tell, unless
you'll let me tell yon what poor busi-
ness 1 think you have for your part of
the show,"”

“Sllence!” roared the judge and the
prosecutor In unison, and now Amy.

“I do not wish an unwilling guest.”

Liooking up at his Honor, smiled and
| brought foto view a dimple, as she
sald guletly,

“Your Houor, I don't mind answering
anestlons, but I'm so0 used to belng
dollered at {n rebearsals (hat (he asoal
Hoe of chattor just slips out.”

Aguln a gale of laughter swept the
room, and the prosecutor, reulje
that the pertness of the actress
shield behind which he could g
trate, and feellng that he
Was after all unlmporta
her with a shrug. *

At her gind, “Obh, can I go? the
inughter broke out afresh; but it dled
awny when she ran straight to Mary's
slde. and before the balidr or Langdon
could stop her. had leaned over and
lmpulsively kimod her chesk,

“You durling! she cried, and

overflowing with pity, When she was
led back to the witness-room she was
no longer an obscure little actress—she
was fumons. For the time at least uhe
even overshadowed Mary—so
| the old world love those

v

and the prosecutor flushed as he as
sharply:
“Isn't it true that you said ¥y b

«

sud:
denly burst Into tears—the mnlw
childish sobs of ene whose beart 4




